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tWymsfilm 8<$ qtflHflii, ffgili 8® Dgioiar aurora. 

< 9 iaig 2 lflouu <9iu»i»ir fisiftirrir wfyfymm 6m vlu> siimtyQ fli<wr<wr6 ^fliirf. <9i«ugpj«^u> 
&\6q6vm aimm sarntm gfifilwisiwir |hl <%m. 

In a small weaving town in France, a young boy named 
Henri-Emile-Benoit-Matisse watched his mother paint china. 

He wanted to paint too. 

vm 3 w* 3 defter % T=ff % 

»ft tfe ^HT T=FT f3fT. 









vuuftffl aimijfam. 

He drew pictures in the sand. 











virLVt|^ftiHftfrf)gjji» gflSlwfc^irrir. 

He drew pictures in his schoolbook. 






SiMfoitflvSim vfflijmm, 2.h8w trot gstilmm. 

When Henri was a young man, he drew pictures in his law books and on contract 
deeds, and wills. 

*iT. 








ysiflsairm &wtfliir(tvir$i @LMm tfiflmyrnmipmA yirflawcurm fiapmifl. 

vdfimuSIMw &fiidi diitarr, <^aidr aimij ymc\. flvnS)«wri: 

imam mtbtiq qfym. 

Henri was sick in bed with appendicitis one winter. 

His mother gave him a box of paints and he painted until he was well. 


ftR cTt^Tcf ^ cTcF, WM\ ^T. 











ffCLwptov ibtyfym. mwt&mm (Ssamw my fymuSlA yai fiyynmij rf)C(j> viriflfly^i 
ijflpvvilirar. 

He kept on painting, forgot about law, and left his small town to be an artist in 
Paris. 


Wfi, Ll^'H^ldlW 











Henri painted pictures day after day and year after year. 











i»rf)jg*rf)winu @059irf, i^jdl^iriT. 

He was happy and his paintings made people happy. 


crNgd^i *it. 







mqm sira^sv ffjjirai^ipirir. vlu> fusnyw (jpymiir^ip fysn§i. duujjvN S.csir Jjmu 
(pyturflNOW, wm! vto&mvSlMw nfluj^iriT, girisirflaririT. <9 kuit maiaM &M fycyw 
HUM Gqmtflm. 

But when Matisse was an old man, he fell ill - so ill he couldn't paint, so ill he 
couldn't sit up, so ill he could only lie in bed and sleep. His painting floated by in 
his dreams. 


ci^ m ^ 3 fcRl-R WT TR W 3?R #cTT W- ^ 3% m^\ 













i^9)6Vflf)u>. 9 m] ijir^ftirdluSlw i^wiw. 

&sa<§9>@ fiwymgi vlu> samyw 9&§ iisnU^m? 


Matisse finally opened his eyes and they were filled with sadness. Now he must 
remain in bed or use a wheelchair. 

Would he ever have the energy to paint again? 













simttdlmv. 0ft v@9 Gi$$(Sn(8w ymym dimfoww. &U. (nmjjwfip fyjjMtystiltm. 


When Matisse was strong enough to travel, he went to the seaside - the sea air 
might help him get well. 

Before long, he sat up. A little later, he drew. 


v5ra ff ZTM cR^ eTTW cTTcfKT 3fT^ eft ^ W. WR cTt^Tcf 

3 ^ cTR. 'CR vSfc^t ft eff ^RT cR^ OT 





















Then one* day Mallsao 
picked up a pair of Kclssor* 
and cut out shapes 
from painted paper— 
he vva* drawing with scissors! 




ijrrrfr, Steirawr^ aiomarm »$$if%iT i^m. 

vlikimrot tyqMS&mitSwSw samif^vv! 


Then one day Matisse picked up a pair of scissors and cut out shapes from painted 
paper - he was drawing with scissors! 


W fcr TTcfre % tNft 3k T#T Wj[ 3 ^ 3fT^R ^ - ^3RTeT eff iNft 3 


sRT^T*fT! 














flyfo »(5fiSlwirw tmatty!" 

"A pair of scissors is a wonderful instrument!" 


“tNft, OTcT 3^3TR |l” 









ijirar (ip(igftft Ai^Aiisiftmar ftgl^irir i^m. 

"flii^fliisiftrofli Svvp fL^fliiri^aigj m#t>$ S$i»irw amSm &§] (jpm<2v 



Matisse cut paper all day. 

"My pleasure in cutting things out grows even greater. 
Why didn't I think of it earlier?" 


fcRf^T^RTT#eWTvr^cTTWT. “WT^f cMdtW fei gF# cf?T WT, fcT-^-fcH TOT 

|. ^ f^TFT 3 W^TTef ^P£^' ^fFTT?” 










t^rflwirflnTftflr i$rr«rr (J/)^aa ftir$$niift6]f)« V6»rf)$ tytymmai fli«wr«wrih fycymfasit. 

His assistants painted paper for him all day. 


TTcfre ww fcr W T&dp fcHT Wjl jrfi 










srm@ utjpioiir^flj ilmitystiliLQ (Svm 

“It seems to me that I am in a second life." 


cPTcH t^T5ft | 









wnrafflA Airrf)$ ft^ifluiAor (cut-outs) myssiti} jflyMor. 


Paper cuts covered his walls. 

^({lcIl'id’H^ SKI ebl2cbMlvl^3fra>Rf^^t«ft. 











imtow, i^tru iftnrL (SMfftsh ymwM 8® tishsn m(chalk) §i«wm 
ftCptflA ^§\tiawmSi (Smtam^m qm <Svyi flatsnmstildt (panua«o«ir Airoi^iriT dioiiT. 


One evening Matisse lay in bed and drew the faces of his grandchildren on the 
ceiling with a piece of chalk tied to a long pole. 














<9115$ digs (ipftiHftflr virir foot, disafim mtqmw 

ftflfflLOTIT. 

As he fell asleep, they looked down on him and saw his dreams. 


^sTTTcfrfr#TOT cTcrHTcft-tfcff^ ^ d*l& c^TT. 







<91 out giriu^&tfvirgi a^hiatat m summ s^ifl ai^aiisiaadat 

mfaithdt. 

They saw the SHAPES that surrounded him in sleep. 

3k M ^it vsfr tt#s ^ ^ 








iVs time went on, Matfsse cut bigger and bigger shapes. 
They filled his seaside room with color. 


ijironro <%&, irfm flvifhuflviflw 2 .@mipmmar afoiflfoirL aupmijm 
dioi^oouv &mipm <910001 oiowroRfrisiftoriro) diyatrA iflmgfoar. 

As time went on, Matisse cut bigger and bigger shapes. 

They filled his seaside room with color. 


mu 41d^^TTcfrH^,3k^twivr^'JI|cbKcbld^ ddl.^^wl^v^cblcbH'U 














“vir®.... i$irrir )l»« Gsumywq iriti^M... <%m staisnsa 

fljjiriv &$9>m (p^rriiii <SwCy®&<Sm... &m i$irrir i$L«8«#iri#.... M vGB&qp} 

@snmm, vgim, vymoi ml 

You see, as I am obliged to remain often in bed ... I have made a little garden all 
around me where I can walk ... There are leaves, fruits, a bird." 


W3kiraftt.” 












“S$l (ftrrgift fysnfyy utir 

"I am deeply contented, happy." 


“karate ak^rf.” 

















£?(!$ qmSmi srr^ 15L1591NT ^«n»... 

Then one night, Matisse walked out into his paper garden. 


Rebel M$l. 





..unarm unarm aiyaimM aimM <91159 aiivqm mai&mrj qmrrcym, 


flmifa§i&<§\i vmq (a®fasti. 


and the rainbow of shapes cradled the old artist and carried him into the heavens. 


Wj[ % ^ 3fT^RT ^ ^ f^TT 3k ^ ^cpf f\ % TJIT 











Sjjflj r^rru> viriT6@ii> An, AMfaitfl iD^rSIrir m(8NSf)N(Sm? 


Are some of the stars we see at night coming to us from Henri's scissors? 

Perhaps. 
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